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Where Pallas she i? th? midst doth praise,

And counterfeits her brother's rays;

Nor will she her dear lar forget;

Victorious by his benefit.

Whose roof enchanted she doth free                    185

From haunting gnat and goblin bee,

Who, trapp'd in her prepared toil,

To their destruction keep a coil.

Then she unlocks the toad's dire head,
Within whose cell is treasured                             190

That precious stone, which she doth call
A noble recompense for all,
And to her lar doth it present,
Of his fair aid a monument.
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SIR, your sad absence I complain, as earth

Her long-hid Spring, that gave her verdures birth,

Who now her cheerful aromatic head

Shrinks in her cold and dismal widow'd bed;

Whilst the false sun, her lover, doth him move                 5

Below, and to th' Antipodes make love.

What fate was mine, when in mine obscure cave
(Shut up almost close prisoner in a grave)
Your beams could reach me through this vault of night,
And canton the dark dungeon with lighi-!                        10

Whence me., as gen'rous spahis, you unbound,
Whilst I now know myself both free and crown'd*

But as, at Mecca's tomb, the devout blind
Pilgrim, great husband of his sight and mind,
Pays to no other object this chaste price,                        15

Then with hot earth anoints out both his eyes:
So, having seen your dazzling glories' store,
Is it enough, and sin for to see more?